My red, bright mystery
----------------------

Little time more and it will decline.
It is old it is its time.
It isn't a lie.
I don't know why, but it'll die.
It will leave me   alone.
then I will live by my own.
It will be terrible.
to be alone is horrible.
It must stay with me.
But I must leave it.
I can't stop it.
I must do what is right.
I mustn't try to hide.
It is very bright.
Its color is red.
When I leave it, it'll be sad.
We can't be tother,
and we don't live forever.
I must leave it.
I can't believe it
I will loose it,
but it doesn' go away.
You'll don't understand it.
When it will die,
it couldn't fly.
When I leave it,
I will die.
Now it is dead,
and it's getting out of my head.
